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Photograph of the Baroness Vetera taken just before
shemet and fascinated the Crown Prince Rudolph.

CHAPTER II.
By "Count" Bernard Francis Seraph Gregory

Copyright, 121, by StaeCompany
I SAID last Sunday that I had lived by my wits for

thirty years by victimising my fashionablemulti-
millionaire friends of European and Amerian high

society. To live like a millionaire among millionaires
required no small amount of money, and if I swindled and

imposed upon my wealthy friends they were all well able
to bear the financial burden and seemed well satisfied
and rather proud, in most cases,of being allowed to bask
int the sunshine of my agreeable presence and bogus title.

Alt there was one episode in my long and disreputable
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the Canadian horse lovere, who had gathered from all
over eastern Canada to exhibit at the Toronto show.
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The Coat of Arms of Austria. My mind was busy con-

sidering w a y s and
means for replenishing my purse. I looked over with
great care the various exhibitors, who were men and
women of large wealth, but did not seem to And a prom-
ising opportunity for a sufficiently large sum to be worth
bothering about.

I was sitting in the golden hued lobby of the King
Edward Hotel in Toronto one evening during the horse
show week, when I was approached by a young man whom
I had met, informally, during the afternoon at the show.
I had forgotten him. of course, as he had been but one of
many to congratulate me upon the winning of that after-
noon 's ribbons. However, he recalled himself to me and
said he would like to repeat his congratulations, explain-
ing that he belonged to a British artillery regiment and
was a lover of fine horses. He gave me his card, which
read:

"Captain George Osborne Hayne."
I knew some officers of the Horse Guards, and we

were chattmnr familiarly in a few moments-even to the
extenit of a brandy and soda at the King Edward bar.
We had discovered so many mutual acquaintances that I
heartily agreed to his suggestion that perhaps I might
like to meet Mrs. Hayne, who, he said, also had been born
in London.

As we approached his door the captain asked me to
overlook the modesty of their room. "I have nothing but
my pay, you know," he explained, "and that is not com-
ing now, since I have virtually resigned my commission.
My wife does not like the military set at home, because
we have been unable to hold our end up as well as we
would like."

Mrs. Hayne proved to be a very pretty young woman,
in whose eyes I saw a dormant cleverness which attracted
mue at once. She was quite appreciative at beihg pre-
sented to a "real Count."

Their room was, indeed, modest. It was one of the
cheapest rooms in the hotel, shut out from the street by
the walls of a court. I felt very sorry for the little lady.
After some desultory conversation I asked her if she
would not join me, with her husband, at a supper in the
grill. She demurred, and her husband, drawing me aside,
confided that while his wife would be delighted to be en-
tertained by me, she really did not have a gown suitable
for a supper in the grill room. As moon as I could I re-
peated the Invitation, but substituted my own apartments
for the grill room, tactfully urging Mrs. Hayne "not to
change her gown, bunt to come down as she was."

I really was quite interested in the young woman.
Her face seemed to have an Austrian east, and there was
a vague suggestion in her features of some one I had
known. I remarked uponi this, but we discovered uo
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It was a very jovial supper. We had wine and liqueurs
repeatedly, and Mrs. Hayne enjoyed the occasion tre-

mendously. She was a good conversationalist, much
more lively than her rather stupid but worthy husband,
and a bit inclined to innuendo.

During the evening Mrs. Hayne excused herself-
frankly she admitted she felt that her nose needed a bit
of powder, and asked if she might look into my bedroom.
I escorted her to my dressing table. On my table there
were several photographs, among them a framed picture
of the Crown Prince Rudolph and Baroness Vetiera, as I
had known them when I was the orderly for one of the
Prince's officers in Austria.

This photograph, a. my eyes fell upon it, explained
the familiar resemblance I had caught in Mrs. Hayne's
face. She looked very much like the unfortunate Bar-
oness. She was about the same age as the Barone'ss had
been when I saw her ; she was of similar size, and her eyes
were large and lustrous as had been those of the Baroness.
I caught up the photograph and exclained:

"Now I know why I thought. your face familiar-you
are almost thie picture of my one-time dear friend-the
Baroness Vetsera-this is, she."

"Oh. how interesting!" Mrs. Hayne cried. "You
knew her--and I look like her-you mu1st tell me all abo'ut
her and about her death."

"My dear Mrs. Hayne, you ask me to reveal to you one
of the sworn secrets of the royal court of Austria. The
whole world knows that young Crown Prince Rudolph
and his lady love, the Baroness Marie Vetsera, were found
dead in the royal hunting lodge at Meyerling in Austria
twenty yars ago. A hundred different versions of that
extraordinary tragedy of Emperor Francis Joseph 's son
have been told. Not one of these is true any more than
is the official royal* explanation that the future ruler of
Austria-Hungary was accidentally shot while hunting."

"And you know the true story?"' pursued Mrs. Hayne
eagerly.

"Yes; I was present at the tragedy, but It is too long
a story to tell you now."

Mrs. Hayne took the photograph of the unfortunate
Baroness Vetsera from my bureau, brought it to the next
room, and holding it up before her husband asked if .he
could see a resemblance between the Crown Prince's mur-
dered sweetheart and herself.

"Why, my dear, this does indeed look enough like you
for the Barones. to have been your own mother!" ex-
claimed Captain Hayne.

The conversation drifted off into other channels and
Captain Hayne and his wife were much interested to hear
my stories of life among the nobility, never doubting for
a moment that I was of noble blood and never suspecting
that my title of "Count" was a fictitious one.

Finally my guests departed, and Mrs. Hayne bade mec
a rather pathetie good-night, saying longingly:

"Ah, Count Griegory, what an interesting life you have
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while ! How dearly I would love to live my life among
the interesting men and women and places you know s

well I Good-night."
That night I lay awake worrying about my flnancia

condition. Again I turned over in my mind the various
wealthy Canadians whom I had met at the Toronto horse
show. I thought of my rich friends in New York, Alfred
and Reginald Vanderbilt.

A I explained last week, I had made it a rule never t

borrow money or impose upon the Vanderbilts. I must
retain their friendship and confidence at all hazards, be.
cause they were the sponsors for my social position, and
as long as -I held their favor and confidence I could
w.dle and.uipose upon the little fish in the social pool
who dearly love to associate with tbe Vanderbilts and
their intimate friends.

Constantly during the night my thoughts turned upot'
Mrs. Hayne. I was, personally, much impressed with hea
youth, beauty, vivacity, amiability and adaptability. 1
wvondered why so charming a woman with such possibili-
ties for social success should have beeD doomed to the fate
of marrying a poor though worthy British army officer
I recalled dozens of stupid, very plain women in American
society who had managed to marry men of great wealth
and social position. How much better would Mrs. Hayne
grace the drawing room or the ballroom or the deck of a
yacht of some of these New York multi.millionaire frienda
of mine than the women they had chosen!

And a bit of conversation came back to my mind sev
eral times during the night, when I had said to .her, "You
are very pretty. madame; you should have all the good
things of the earth," and she had replied rather pensively:

"You really think, then, Count Gregory, that my for.4
tune is not commensurate with my face and my grace?tIn
novels and in plays pretty women always are swimmmng
in money if their clothes and jewels and automobiles and
yachts are an indication. I have often wondered how they
do it."

1 pondered those words of Mrs. Hayne. I tried to get
behind the words and satisfy myself as to just what Mrs
Hayne really meant.

Did Mrs. Hayne belong to the class of high-minded
young women who realized that she was fitted for a higheT
sphere of existence, but, while regretting that the fuliness
of life was not for her, wasn content to suffer her disap-
polntment and live out her life honorably as the faithful
wife of a poor man?

Or, perhaps. Mrs. Hayne had thoughts in the back of
her head which were only dimly reflected by those worda
of hers which had set me to thinking about her.

Had the pretty wife of the rather stolid British army
captain come to an awakening that she was throwing away
her life and possibilities, and was It possible that she war
ready to pay the price to escape from this bondage and~
fly to the heights of gaiety yrhich she longed fort

Would I be safe in guessing that behind those word.
of Mrs. Hayge lay a secret ionging to throw off the bond
age of fidelity to her husband-to accept the necessary
Ignommny and disgrace which might he the price of tbt


